ingly large.
"Nils," she said at last: "youre a great fool.'*
"Why?" said Nils, raising his voice—much as an irresolute
worm might turn.
"Not to see that your acquaintance with me, and your visits
here, are just as well known in the Board room as Heyerdahl's
illicit brokerage., Arnoldson's son's drunkenness, Sverdrup's
sham family pretensions and the rest of it They never mention
me to you; just as you never mention their cupboard skeletons
to them. You think you see through them and that they dont see
through you. Each of you thinks the same; and so you all get on
very smoothly together. But do you know, Nils, that whenever
you get an attack of your lumbago, I always learn the news by
people asking me how you are."
"And you!" exclaimed Krogstad, thunderstruck. "Do you
pretend to know?'*
"I generally do not know. I have to say that you have not
called on me for a fortnight or a month, or whatever the time
may be."
Krogstad stood up, and buttoned his coat slowly. "Nora," he
said: "this is treachery: I cant pass it over. If you knew what a
relief these visits have been to me; and how they have helped me
to keep up appearances between times, you would, I think, have
been more considerate. Goodbye."
"That is just what I suspected, Nils," she said, unmoved.
"Nothing makes sin easier than an occasional auricular confession
to relieve the conscience and clear the slate for a fresh score. I
have noticed for some time that you always come to me when
you have done something specially mean. You forgot that your
confessor was not sworn to secrecy. I have an inkling of what
you have on your mind this time. Oh, not what you said to
Heyerdahl: nonsense, Krogstad: you ought to know better than
that I mean about my daughter Emmy. Come: sit down and
make a clean breast of it How did it all happen?*'
Krogstad did not sit down. He stood up stiffly, only condes-
cending to an exculpatory sweep apart of his hands and shrug
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